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One 


"Glass of anything you have on tap, and one of whatever he's having.’ 

David glanced over, surprised to see the man with the gravelly voice was pointing in his direction 
"Do | know you?" 

"No, not really. I've seen you around before." 

"Have you?" 


"Couple times. Usually with that skinny guy with the big hair. You're musicians." David nodded. "Seen him around 
lately, without you. Lover's quarrel?" 


"We're not - he's not my -" David sputtered. 


"Didn't think so." 


"Then why'd you ask? Am | that obvious?" 

"Nah, | wasn't sure. Hoping, | guess.” 

"Trying to pick me up?" 

"Is it working?" 

"Do you have a name?" The guy smiled and sat down on the stool next to David. 
"Hector. Tico, call me Tico." 

"David" 

"| know." 

"What, are you stalking me?" 


"Yep, go through your trash every night. That, and | pay attention when you're playing somewhere and get 


introduced" 

"You didn't know Jon's name." 

"That your friend? Didn't need to pay attention, he's not as cute." David blushed, making him look even younger. 
He was barely old enough to be in there without the cover of playing in the band as it was, he didn't need to 
shave any more years off. 


"You're pretty forward, huh?" 


Tico shrugged. "Guess so. When | stopped seeing you, | figured I'd missed my chance. Had to take the 
opportunity when it presented itself again, you know?" 


"So what made you think | was gay?" 


"Nothing. | told you, | wasn't sure. But you don't look like you could kick my ass - no offense - so there wasn't 


any harm in asking.” 
"lm stronger than | look" David took a sip of his beer. 


"You'd have to be." Tico laughed, a low growly laugh that matched his voice. David liked it, and he liked his voice. 
It felt like they were rumbling right down his spine. 


"You never answered my question" 


"What question?" 

"Picking you up. Is it working?" 

David smiled. "Subtlety's not your strong suit, is it?" 

Tico pulled his stool closer, their legs pressing together, and leaned in, lips almost touching David's ear. 

| want to bring you somewhere and fuck you senseless. Subtle enough?" David shivered, swallowing hard. 
‘| - where's somewhere?" 

"Anywhere with a bed that isn't my place. Thats off-limits." 

"Roommate?" 

“Something like that." 


"l'Il be right back" David slid off the stool and pushed through the crowd to the pay phone in the corner, 


digging out some spare change. 

"Jon?" 

"David, what's up?" 

"You really wanted to go visit your parents tonight and leave the apartment free, right?" 

"Not really, | kind of want to go to sleep early. Shit to do tomorrow." 

"Jon, please." 

David could hear him sigh on the other end. "I'll leave for you, because | owe you, but I'm not staying out all 
night, so either clear him out when you're done or make sure you put some clothes on before either of you 
leave the room in the morning, ok? I'll call when l'm about to head back to warn you. You hear the phone, you 
better finish the fuck up because when | get back l'm going to want to sleep without hearing moaning and shit." 
Jon hung up before David could say anything. 

Tico was finishing his beer when David got back to the bar and leaned over his back. 


"We can go to my apartment. | mean, if you want." 


Tico grinned. "Great." He stood up - David was surprised how short he was, the top of his head barely 


reaching David's chin 
"| wouldn't have had to kick your ass, | coulda just stepped on you." 


"Gee, | haven't heard that one before." Tico slid his arm around David's waist, pulling him towards the door. 


"C'mon, funny man" 


Tico whistled when they stepped into David's apartment. "Holy shit, this is a nice place for a guy in a bar band." 


"It wasn't a ‘bar band’, we just played a lot of bars. And Jon's parents pay for it, l'm just staying here ‘cause | 
don't have a place right now." 


"Kicked him out of his own apartment so you could get laid?" 


"No, he wasn't gonna be around tonight anyway. Visiting his parents. He won't be gone for much longer, though, 
so.." David backed down the hall towards his room, eyes fixed on Tico who hesitated, then followed him. 


David grabbed the front of Tico's shirt and pulled him close, kissing him hard as he walked them into the room, 
pulling the door shut behind them. He moaned as Tico's tongue slid between his lips, hands tangling in his hair. 


He pulled Tico with him as he walked back towards the bed, breaking the kiss long enough to toss t-shirts 
aside. David turned them around, pushing Tico down on the bed and crawling on top of him, grinding his hips, 
erections rubbing teasingly against each other through denim and leather. Tico groaned as David slid down to 
lick and suck at his neck, the sound sending the same thrill down David's spine his voice and his laugh had 


earlier. 


He moved down further, sucking on one hard nipple and reaching down to Tico's waistband, popping open the 
button and lowering the zipper. He licked a path across Tico's chest to worry the other nipple gently between 
his teeth, Tico gasping as David grabbed his cock, stroking it lightly, kissing down his stomach as he slid jeans 


and underwear down. 


He licked a slow path from the base to the tip, Tico arching off the bed as David worked his way around the 
shaft, tongue moving maddeningly slowly, then sucked the head into his mouth, flickering his tongue against the 
slit, moaning at the taste of precome as Tico's cock surged. He shifted his hands to hold Tico's hips, relaxing 
his throat and taking it all in his mouth in one move, Tico almost screaming as he fought against David's grip. 
He swallowed around the cock in his throat, feeling it pulse as Tico tried to buck his hips. 


"Shit! Dave, that's - oh God - shit, fuck - | - unngh, more, more - God -" 


David bobbed his head up and down, moving at his own pace, keeping Tico firmly pressed against the bed. The 
moans and gasps raining down on him shot straight to his cock, making it throb painfully against the tight 


leather of his pants. 
Tico's hands cupped his face, coaxing him to slide his mouth off the glistening erection 


"| can think of a much better place to put that." David smiled and stood as Tico sat up, leaning forward and 
unlacing David's pants, nipping his stomach and making him gasp. He groaned as Tico eased the leather down his 


thighs, cock springing free, glistening with precome. 
Tico chuckled. "No underwear? Slut" 


David opened his mouth to say something but lost his train of thought when Tico blew a stream of air across 
the head of his cock, then flicked his tongue out to collect the precome pooling there, swirling his tongue 
around the head then pulling away. 


"Mmm. We need lube." 


"Right." David kicked off his shoes and stepped out of his pants, climbing over the bed and opening one of the 
bedside table drawers. He rummaged for a few minutes, swore under his breath, and opened another drawer. 
Tico chuckled and slipped off his own shoes and pants, turning to watch David. He'd pulled the top drawer out 
and dumped it on the floor, lying half off the bed. Tico rose onto his knees, running his hands over David's ass. 
David paused in his search as Tico spread his cheeks and leaned down, licking along his crack. He moaned and 
pushed his hips back when Tico's tongue found his hole, teasing the muscles into relaxing. 


"Fuck, Teek - shit!" he yelped when Tico's tongue slid inside him, cock surging against the bed as he rocked his 
hips. His hands closed around the tube he'd been looking for, Tico's hands kneading his ass. 


"Ti - Tico, | - unngh, good, that's - | - lube, found - oh God - " 


Tico pulled back, nipping at David's cheeks before moving back enough to let David push himself fully back onto 
the bed, rising on his knees and resting his head on his hands. Tico flipped open the cap on the lube, slicking two 
fingers and easing them into David. David moaned and pushed against them, rocking his hips back and forth. 
Tico twisted his wrist and David yelped, pushing hard against Tico's fingers. 


"That's - more, oh God, more - " Tico rubbed his prostate, entranced by the way David squirmed and moaned 


underneath him, then concentrated more on stretching him, scissoring his fingers as he slid them in and out. 
"Teek, I'm ready - fuck - fuck me, oh God, now, Teek - " 


Tico slipped his fingers out and slicked his cock, groaning and thrusting into his hand. He gripped David's hips 
and guided his cock to the waiting entrance, pushing just the head inside, pausing for David to adjust. David 
panted, letting the slight pain subside, then pushed himself back, taking a little more of Tico's cock before 
pausing. Tico let him go at his own pace, slowly sliding back until Tico was in to the hilt, both men groaning. Tico 
fought to hold still until David moved, rocking insistently. 


"Do it, I'm okay, please - oh, please, fuck - " 


He slid out slowly until just his head was in then thrust back, moving faster and faster as David loosened up 
and pushed against him. They worked up to a punishing rhythm, both coaxing the other to go harder, faster. 


"Shit, Dave - tight, so tight - fuck, fuck, that's - " 

"Harder, Teek, more - need - unh, harder - " Tico pumped faster, tightening his grip on David's hips and pulling 
him back to meet each thrust, sliding one hand around to stroke David's cock, David groaning and rocking his 
hips harder. 

"Tico, gonna - close, Teek, | - oh, gonna, gonna - " 

"Fuck, fuck - come on, come for me David - " He pumped his hand harder, thrusting faster, slamming against 
David, the sound of flesh against flesh and moans filling the room, louder and louder, the tension building until 
David stiffened and wailed, cock spurting as his muscles tightened around Tico. Tico moaned and slammed his 


hips forward once more, balls tightening as they emptied into David. 


He leaned forward, resting against David's back, catching his breath. When he sat back up and pulled out, David 


groaned softly and rolled over, smiling. Tico leaned down, hovering over him. 
"Mm, we made a mess." David just nodded, breathing hard. "Where's your bathroom?! 
"Right across the hall. There should be a clean washcloth next to the sink" 


Tico stood up and went to the bathroom, bringing the damp cloth back in and kissing David as he cleaned him 
up, smiling against his lips as he squirmed. 


"Ooh, a gentleman. Gimme the cloth." 

David took it and wiped it over the pool of his come on the blanket, then tossed it on the floor. He pulled Tico 
down for another kiss, sliding his tongue between parted lips. The faint sounds of the phone ringing filtered in 
from the kitchen, and Tico pulled back 

"Gonna answer that?" 

"Nah, it's just Jon" 


"Need me to leave?" 


David shook his head. "Not unless you want To. He won't come in here when the door's closed" 


"You don't mind if | stay?" 


He shook his head again, and Tico smiled. David sat up enough to pull the sheets down and crawl under them, 
Tico sliding in next to him. He rested his head against Tico's shoulder, toying with the hair on his chest. 


"So, why didn't | see you at any of the bars for so long?" 
"School" 

"Dropped out?" 

"Why'd you assume that?" 

"Cause | know it hasn't been four years." 

"Good point. Kind of - a little more to it, though” 
Footsteps coming down the hall, and a knock on the door, 


"Dave? I'm home, and I'm going to bed. Remember we have to start auditioning people tomorrow, and if | see 


anyone's naked ass in the morning I'm throwing you out on the street” 

“Auditions, no ass. Gotcha. Night, Jon" 

"Night, slut.” 

More footsteps, and a door closing. 

"Auditions?" 

"Jon might get a record deal, but we don't have a whole band. ‘S why | came back from school, to play 
keyboard for him. | know a couple bass players, he's making ‘em all try out. He plays guitar, but wants a 
second guitarist, so we're looking at a couple guys." 

David yawned and sat up enough to flick off the light, settling in against Tico and pulling the sheets up. 
"So what do you do when you're not picking up cute boys in bars?" 

"Play drums." 


"Mm, we don't have a drummer. You any good?" 


"I'd like to think so." 


"You do have good rhythm." David leaned up and kissed him, then yawned again. "I'm sleepy." 
"So sleep.” 


"Mm, good idea" He draped an arm across Tico's stomach, snuggling against him, asleep within minutes. 


Two 


David and Tico were having sex, right there in front of Jon. 


Not literally, but it might as well have been David was leaning over his keyboard, hips rocking, mouth open, 
head tilted back, glistening with sweat. Tico's arms were moving so fast they could barely be seen, damp hair 
sticking to his head. Their eyes were locked on each other's, enough electricity running between them that for 
all they knew the power could have gone out twenty minutes ago and the lights were running on pure sexual 


energy. 

Tico kept speeding up the pace, David always matching him and coaxing him further, the tension building and 
building with no sign of a breaking point in sight. Jon just watched, having long since put down his guitar. 
Whether he was aware of the sexual edge or not, he would have to have been blind to not recognize the 
connection there. This was good, this was really good. 

"Were not letting someone in the band because you fucked him. That's not how it works." 

"I dont want to let him in ‘cause | fucked him, | wanna let him audition because he might be good." 

‘ts gonna fuck things up if youre sleeping with someone in the band." 


‘lm not sleeping with him. Slept Past tense. Once. And we need a drummer. What's the harm in giving hm a shot?" 


Jon had to admit David had been right. It wasn't just that he was good - it was how well he and David played 


off each other. He couldn't remember ever seeing David play like this. 


The tension broke, the song finding its way to a conclusion, the players finally relaxing. David leaned heavily on 
his keyboard, trying to catch his breath, head reeling. Jon was talking to Tico, but he couldn't hear what was 
being said over his desire to leap over the keyboard, knock Jon and a couple drums aside and stick his tongue 
down Tico's throat. There was a little droplet of sweat snaking its way down the side of Tico's face and right 
at that moment David wanted more than anything on Earth to lick it off. Jesus. 


"Wanna go for a drive?" Oh God, that voice. Tico was right in front of him, faces inches apart, and David 
silently cursed the keyboard for being in between them. 


| - yeah. Yeah." 
Jon walked over, carrying his guitar. "Dave, ready to go?" 
‘lm, uh, l'm gonna go with Tico. We're gonna get some lunch, or something." Jon raised his eyebrows, and David 


knew he'd have to explain later. That didn't matter - it was what was going to happen between now and then 
that he was concerned with. 


Tico pulled into the parking lot of some seedy motel and got out to go check in. David just sat there, watching 
Tico talk to the desk clerk, heart pounding, cock throbbing. Shit, he was turned on, and no one had even touched 


him. This was ridiculous 


Tico opened the car door and leaned in over David, who couldn't hold back a moan at the body sliding over his. 


Tico smirked and opened the glove compartment, pulling out a tube. 
"You keep lube in your car and you called me a slut?" 
"The Boy Scout in me believes in always being prepared." 


"Well, thank God for him." 


David barely let Tico drop the lube and the room key before he was on hin, kissing him hard and tugging on 
his clothes, running his hands over sweaty flesh. Tico moaned and pulled back long enough to pull David's shirt 
off, David yanking open the buttons on Tico's vest and pushing it down his shoulders. 


He kissed Tico again, tongue pushing into his mouth and fingers tangling in his hair. Tico's hands slid down to 
undo David's jeans, moving around as he pushed them down to squeeze and knead his ass. David groaned, 
electricity shooting through him as his cock rubbed against Tico's jeans, then his cock as Tico undid his own 
pants and pushed them down. 


They tumbled on the bea, kicking shoes off and wiggling each other's jeans down, pushing and kicking with hands 
and feet until they were both naked. Tico licked and sucked on David's neck, David gasping and arching up 


against him. 


"Teek, need - fuck, fuck - please, need - Teek!" He yelped when Tico bit lightly, soothing the mark with his 
tongue, then pulled off the bed to get the lube. David spread his legs, pulling his knees up, cock dripping onto 
his stomach. The sound of a cap flipping open sent a shiver down his spine, cock surging, a low moan escaping 
him. 


Tico slid back on the bed, kneeling between David's spread thighs. David gasped and arched as two fingers slid 
into him, whimpering at the burn. Tico leaned down and sucked one of David's nipples into his mouth, curling his 
fingers, making David's vision go blank for a moment as pleasure shot through him, thrusting his hips against 
Tico's fingers as he was roughly prepared. Tico slid a third finger in, moving to David's other nipple and teasing 
it with his tongue, moaning as David's thrusts made his thigh rub against Tico's hard cock. 


"Teek, ready - | - fuck, fuck, need - please, please, please - | - fuck - " He was pleading, desperate, everything 
in him focused on the ache between his legs and his desire to get Tico as close as humanly possible and hold 


on for dear life. 


He groaned as Tico's fingers slid out of him, tongue ceasing on his nipple as Tico pulled back to slick his cock. 
David wrapped his legs around Tico's waist as he pushed it all in with one thrust, David's back arching, a wail 
torn from his throat. Fuck, that hurt, but Goddamn it was good. 

Tico didn't give him time to adjust, thrusting in and out hard and fast, David thrusting up to meet him. He 
reached up and pulled Tico down, burying his face in his neck, gripping his shoulders tightly. Tico stabbed his 
prostate on every inward thrust, David's forcing him to move faster, fuck him harder. Tico obliged, matching 
the thrusting of David's hips, licking and sucking at whatever skin was near his mouth. 

"| - fuck - fuck, Teek - gonna - close - more, more - need - fuck - shit, more, | - " 


"Dave - tight, good - come, come on - gonna - yes, yes -~ " 


There was nothing in the room but moaning and cursing, flesh slapping flesh and the slick sounds of someone 
being fucked within an inch of his life, cries getting louder and louder. 


Tico shouted as he came, pumping his hips harder as he emptied into David, biting down on his shoulder. The 
hot rush inside him sent David plummeting over the edge, screaming his release as his body tensed and shook. 


They lay against each other, neither able to move, panting and moaning, kissing and tasting sweaty skin. When 
Tico pulled out, David whimpered, rolling over to lay against him, still nibbling at his neck. 


"Fuck" 
"Mhm." 
"You ok?" 


"Fabulous" David trailed his fingers lightly over Tico's stomach, breathing slowly returning to normal. "This 
can't happen. We can't end up in bed together every time we see each other." 


"Mm. Why? | like it" 

"Did Jon tell you you were in?" 

"Yeah, but - " 

"And are you gonna join?" 

"I told him yes, but don't change the subject." 


lm not changing. That's why - he thinks it'll fuck things up if two people in the band are sleeping together. 


Which | understand, he's right. | mean, people should be mature enough to not let sex interfere with work, but 
there's touring and living in close quarters and | just don't see how it couldn't end badly. Not to say | assume 
if we keep fucking itll be any kind of relationship - | think I'm babbling. But Jon wasn't gonna let you audition if 
| hadn't told him | had no plans to sleep with you again. And it'd upset him, and it'd be - its just easier." 

Tico rolled over on top of David. "So what you're saying is | should have told him 'no'." 

David smiled and wrapped his arms around Tico's shoulders. "What l'm saying is stop thinking with your dick" 
Tico kissed him, slipping his tongue past parted lips and then pulling out again. "Poo. Thats no fun" 

"| need a shower." 

"Want help?" 


"Ok, but make sure you get all the nooks and crannies." 


"Babe, that was all | planned to get." 


Three 


Jon was stirring something in a pot on the stove when David came in. 
"Cooking? Good, I'm starved. And sick of spaghetti.” 
"Then you're out of luck, ‘cause I'm just heating up the sauce. What the Hell are you doing?" 


David collapsed onto a chair, exhausted. He needed a nap. A long nap. But not before enough food to feed a 
small army. "Sitting down" 


"Don't be a smart-ass. You said you weren't gonna fuck him anymore." 


"| say lots of things." Jon scowled at him. "Ok, this time we're done. Swear to God. Will you fix me a plate? I'm 


not sure | can move." 
"If you weren't such a slut you wouldn't have that problem." 
"Bah. I'm not a slut. | think | read somewhere frequent orgasms prevent heart attacks. I'm health-conscious." 


If you were a whore maybe we could eat something that wasn't spaghetti." Jon put a plate down in front of 
David and sat across the table. 


"Ooh, good point." 


"Seriously, David, if you want this guy as a fuck buddy or boyfriend or whatever, fine. But I'm gonna tell him | 


changed my mind about him being in the band. This isn't your personal dating service, Lemma’ 


David made a face at the name. "Don't call me that. And | told you, it won't happen anymore. We just had to 
get it out of our systems - figuratively and literally." 


"Eugh. l'm trying to eat" 

"Anyway, | told him that was the last time. Operation NiBFuck is underway." 
"Will | regret it if | ask what NlBFuck is?" 

"No Intra-Band Fucking. Catchy, eh?" 

"You're an idiot. Oh, I'm going home for dinner tomorrow night, you're invited.” 


"Will it be spaghetti?" 


"If it bothers you that much, why don't you get food from your parents?" 

"Not speaking to me. Remember? Parents do not appreciate giving up medical school for music and then | had 
to take it a step further and switch from classical to rock. They're mad at me and they think you're a bad 
influence. We've been over this." 

"Sorry" 

David shrugged. "They'll get over it when we get huge and | start buying people presents." 


"True" 


"Living with you is like living at home anyway. ‘You're not eating enough: ‘You;re staying out too late! ‘For the 


love of God, will you gag whoever you're fucking so | can get some sleep? " 

"Hm, that does sound like your mom. And you don’t eat enough, and you do stay out too late, and whether it 
sounds mom-ish or not, I'm not thrilled with this habit you have of picking up random guys in bars. You're 
gonna wind up in an alley with your throat slit and come dripping out of your mouth." 

"Hey, my personal fantasies are my business.” 

"Eugh. | mean it, though. Be more careful." 


"You forgot to remind me to clean my plate and wash behind my ears." 


"| don't need to remind you to clear your plate. | won't even have to wash that, pig," Jon point out, indicating 


David's empty plate. 

"Getting fucked builds up a hearty appetite.” 

"Your dinner conversation leaves a lot to be desired." 
"Sorry, Miss Manners." 


Jon sighed and grabbed David's plate, carrying it and his own over to the sink. David slumped over, resting his 


head in his arms on the table. Mm, naptime. 
"You know any guitarists?" 
"Uh-unh. Why?" 


"Snake bailed." 


"That's a shame." David tried hard to care, but apparently that part of him had already fallen asleep. The rest 
of him was doing its best to follow. 


"David, at least get in a bed if you're gonna sleep." 


"Mm. ‘Kay. Call whats-his-face. The bassist you picked. Alec. He might - " David yawned, "Might know 


someone." 
"Good plan" Jon walked over and pulled David out of the chair, dragging him down the hall. 


"Living with me is like living with your parents because living with you is like living with a two-year-old. A tall, 


heavy, slutty two-year-old." 


David grumbled at him, but apparently the part of him that was capable of speech had already fallen asleep, 
too. Jon shoved him into bed, smiling fondly. 


David leaned back in his chair, propping his legs up on the counter, watching Jon pace around. Alec had known a 
guitarist, the band was complete and tonight, for the first time, they were playing their own songs as a group. 
Jon had caught wind there might have been a record executive in the audience, and was extremely close to a 


nervous breakdown. 


The guitarist - Richie - was sitting next to David, fiddling around with his guitar. Alec and Tico were playing 


cards in the corner. Jon reached over and snatched the beer out of David's hand, pouring it down the sink. 
"What the fuck?" 

"I don't need you messing up ‘cause you're drunk" 

"Okay, mom." Jon smacked him in the back of the head and walked off, pacing again. Richie chuckled. 

"He always like this?” 

"Right before a show, yes. Wait, watch this. Hey, Jon" 

Jon spun on his heels. "What?" 

"What's the first line of Breakout?" 


"Don't be stupid, it's - fuck. It's - wait, no. Fuck, fuck, fuck!" 


He ran across the room, digging through the music in his guitar case. Richie threw his head back and laughed. 
"Shit. That was mean" 

David grinned and shrugged. "He hit me." 

"Good point. Uh, is there a reason he doesn't know the song?" 


"He knows it. But he's too nervous to think of it on the spot like that. Been that way forever. On stage he's 
fine, backstage it's the easiest way to fuck with him." 


"Il remember that" He laughed again as Jon's voice floated through the room, muttering broken fragments of 
Songs. 


David leaned back in his chair and propped his legs up on the table, cigarette in one hand and a beer in the 
other. Jon wasn't going to take either one away this time, the show was over. Jon's pre-show jitters had, as 
usual, been pointless. No one had screwed up, no one had forgotten any words, and they'd meshed really well. 
That hadn't been a huge concern, right from the first rehearsal they'd all really clicked, but it was nice to see 


it carried over to concerts. 


"I am officially registering my dislike of Operation NiBruck," Tico growled, dropping into the chair across from 
David, who dropped his legs from the table. 


"Noted" 

"Where is everyone?" 

‘Jon's in the back with the record guy. Richie and Alec are - " he glanced around." - uh, somewhere." 
| don't see the harm in dragging you in the bathroom and having my way with you." 

"Stop it" 

Tico smiled and took a swig of his beer. "Kidding. Sort of. Not a sex addict, promise." 

"Coulda fooled me." 

"Hey, | didn't hear any complaining. Lots of moaning and begging, no complaining." 


"| was being polite." 


Tico laughed. David made a mental note to stop making him laugh - that growl still rumbled down his spine and 
into his jeans, and that was very bad for Operation NIBFuck. Come to think of it, so was that vest he was 
wearing, and the way he was sweating from the show. It definitely didn't help that David found himself very 
interested in the way his Adam's apple bobbed as he chugged his drink. When his tongue flickered out to catch 
a few drops from the corner of his mouth, David was about to accuse him of outright sabotage. 

"See something you like?" Tico was raising his eyebrow, smirking. David blushed. "You're cute when you blush." 
‘Compliment me all you want, l'm not letting you drag me in the bathroom." 


"Worth a shot. I'm nothing if not persistent.” 


‘lm nothing if not thirsty. Gimme a beer." Richie leaned over David's back and grabbed a bottle, sitting down 


next to him. “Where's Jon?" 

"In the back with the record guy. Where were you?" 

"Parking lot with a lady friend. They can't keep their hands off me" 

"You shouldn't take advantage of the blind, Rich. 

Richie glared at him, then grinned. "Blind or not, better than you did tonight 
"Good point. Asshole" 


David choked on his beer when he felt a foot sliding up his leg, shooting a look at Tico that would kill if it were 


any darker. 


"Teek, | think you need to watch your language around David. Doesn't look like he can handle such strong 


words." 


"Fuck OFF!" The second word was a bit high-pitched as Tico's foot pressed against his crotch, moving in slow 


circles. 

"Are you ok?" 

"Fine," he managed to splutter, glaring at Tico. Richie shrugged and cocked his head at Tico, who shrugged back. 
David glared at him, a soft whimper almost escaping him as Tico pressed harder against his hardening cock. 


Richie looked quizzically at him for a minute, then drained his beer and stood up. 


"lm gonna go look for Alec. Teek, | don't think you should let David drink any more." He ruffled David's hair and 
walked off. David let out the breath he'd been holding, reaching down and pushing Tico's foot away, 


"Dammit, Tico, don't! I'm serious, stop." 


"The correct answer is ‘Teek, if you don't get under this table and blow me right now I'll die 
"Tico, please. Lay off 

"Okay, okay. Sorry." 

"You're not sorry." 

"No, | am. | think | just wasn't sure you were serious about the whole no sex thing." 

"No means no." 

"You sound like a public service announcement." 

lm serious though. No more sex. If you can't handle that then it's a problem." 

"| can handle it, Dave. Not a sex addict, remember?" 


David smiled and finished his drink, turning when Tico's eyes widened. Jon was walking towards them with a man 


in a suit, grinning from ear to ear. 


Four 


David officially hated recording. He wasn't used to feeling like an amateur - next to Jon, he was always the 
more accomplished musician, the one who'd been playing piano since he could move his fingers, the one who'd 
been on stage since he was a kid doing recitals and shit. Jon liked that stuff more, but David had the 


experience. Now he was the only one who'd never done this before. 

He couldn't get the hang of it. They were recording all the instruments separately - which made no sense to 
David, but what did he know? - and he just couldn't get over worrying that he was going to play it just a little 
off and everyone else would have to do it over. He was nervous, and he made stupid mistakes, and then he 
was frustrated and made stupid mistakes, and everyone was getting mad at him and he could feel the tears 
prickling at the back of his eyes. That was just what he needed, to start bawling in the studio. He didn't already 
feel enough like the stupid baby, he was going to start crying and /ook like the stupid baby. 

A voice came from the other room telling him to "sit tight for a minute". He glanced towards the window - 
Jon was talking to the studio guys, and Richie and Alec were very conspicuously not looking at him. They were 
probably laughing at him, at least internally, waiting to get out so they could laugh out loud and make fun of 
how he couldn't handle something as simple as a day in the studio. Fuck. He shouldn't have come back, he 
should have gone to Juilliard and ignored the whole rock thing because he obviously couldn't handle it. 

He jumped a little at the hand on his neck, he hadn't heard anyone come in. 

"You gotta relax, David" Tico rubbed his neck, leaning over the keyboard next to him. 

"| can't - this shouldn't be hard, should it?" 

Its your first time in a studio. It's okay to be nervous. This isn't how you're used to doing things." 

"| feel like an idiot." 

"No reason to. Just having an off day. It happens." David sighed. "What do you need to get you going, Dave?" 
"No matter what | say, you're gonna say ‘the correct answer is a good hard fuck in the bathroom’, right?" 
Tico smiled. "No. | told you I'd stop with that. | won't complain if that is what you need, though." 

"Don't think so. Sorry." 


"Want me to play with you? If they turn off the mics near the drums, it won't affect the sound too much, 
and you'll have something to go off" 


"Would you?" 


Tico nodded. "You have to relax, though, Dave. This is just like playing at rehearsal, okay?" 
"It isn't, but I'll relax. Try, anyway. l'm sorry, I've wasted so much time, and - " 
"Eh. Doesn't matter. We'll just play, you'll be fine.” 


It was late night when they left the studio, tired and hungry, and piled into various cars to head to the 
nearest open restaurant. Richie wanted to ride with Jon so they could discuss something and Alec's car was 
full of crap and somehow David wound up assigned to ride with Tico. They waited in the parking lot until the 
other cars were gone. 

"Thanks for earlier, Teek" 


"No problem." They leaned against his car, smoking in silence for a few minutes before David spoke up. 


lm waiting for you to mention that if it weren't for Operation NIBFuck we'd be doing it in the back seat right 


now. 
"Nice double entendre, there." 

"What? Oh. Heh." 

"You really didn't believe me when | said I'd lay off, did you?" 

"Right after you said it, you tried to get me off right in front of Richie. Not too convincing.” 


"True. But | mean it. I'll leave you alone. It just - its frustrating. You're not telling me to back off because you 


don't want me, but because Jon doesn't want you to." 
"You don't know that" 

‘It's the reason you gave me." 

"Maybe | was being polite." 

"Were you?" 


David didn't need to say anything, they both knew the answer. He dropped his cigarette, smashing it into the 


pavement with his toe. 


"We need to get going. They'll wonder where we are." 


They rode in absolute silence, neither one even bothering to turn on the radio. David was staring out the 
window, lost in thought, clearly not planning on starting a conversation. Tico kept glancing over at him, dying to 


say something, but he didn't bother. David wasn't going to say anything he wanted to hear, anyway. 


"Where the Hell were you guys?" 
David scooted in the booth next to Richie, Tico pulling a chair over and sitting at the end of the table. 
"Figured we'd smoke before we came." 


Jon glanced at Tico and raised an eyebrow at David. David almost bitched at him about making stupid 
assumptions, but wasn't quite in the mood for a public fight to top off the day. A tired-looking waitress walked 
over and put a couple plates of appetizers in front of them, walking off before David or Tico could ask for 


anything. 


Jon cleared his throat and raised his glass. "A toast, gentlemen" Richie and Alec lifted their glasses, David and 
Tico grabbing the salt and pepper shakers. "To the first step towards international superstardom and worldwide 
recognition as the finest band in the history of music. History of time itself, even" 


They clicked glasses and shakers, the three with drinks taking big swigs. David and Tico met each other's eyes, 
grinned, and shook the salt and pepper into their mouths. The other three laughed and held their glasses out of 
the way as the pair's eyes went wide and they scrambled for drinks. 


Five 

"lim fucking tired." 

David collapsed on the couch, letting his head flop down on someone's lap. 

"We all are. Quit whining." Tico's lap. Bad choice. 

"IIl whine if | want to, so nyah." 

Tico smiled at him and ruffled his hair. "Only a couple more hours." 

"Hours? | thought we were almost done." 

"That is ‘almost." 

David frowned, crossing his arms. Tico was playing with his hair, and he found himself wanting to lean into the 
touch. He sighed - this could work, they could keep it a secret, just steal little moments like this. No one would 


have to know. 


No. No, no, no. It wouldn't be worth trying to hide it and it wouldn't be worth everyone getting pissed off at 
them when the hiding inevitably failed and it wouldn't be worth the potential fucking up of the band. 


"What're you thinking about?" 

"Nothing important." 

"Look awfully lost in thought for it to be nothing important” David shrugged. He should sit up, shift to the 
other end of the couch, but he liked the hand in his hair and the way Tico was smiling at him far too much to 


move. Dammit. 


"Hey, they need us back out there." Jon stood in the doorway, eyebrow once again raised at David. He briefly 


entertained the idea of shaving that eyebrow off when Jon was asleep if it was raised at him one more time. 


That was why trying to keep it a secret wouldn't work. Jon and his stupid eyebrow and his stupid suspicion. 
David wasn't sure if it was him or Tico Jon didn't trust, but either way he couldn't help feeling insulted. 


It was almost dawn when they finished up, five exhausted musicians stumbling into the parking lot, piling into 


cars, praying the drivers could stay awake long enough to make it home without incident. 


David leaned against the window. He and Jon had a good twenty minute drive ahead of them, which meant a 
good twenty minute nap. 


"What's going on with you and Tico?" David cringed, watching his nap fly out the window. 

"Nothing." 

"Don't act like I'm stupid, Lemma. Tico being the only one who can chill you out enough to record - " 

"No one else even tried. | just kept getting yelled at" 

| didn't yell at you." 

"You didn't try to help either." 

Jon sighed. "That's not even the point. What | was trying to say is, you only responding to Tico, and the two of 
you taking so long to get to the restaurant that night when it was just the two of you, and cuddling when 


we're taking breaks, that's not ‘nothing’, so don't lie to me." 


‘lm not lying, and I'm not acting like you're stupid. There's nothing going on. We haven't fucked since he 
auditioned, and there's nothing else either, so you can stop it with the fucking accusations." 


"What am | supposed to think when the two of you are - " 

"When we're what? When we're acting like friends? You and Richie have been getting awfully goddamned close 
and you don't see me raising my stupid self-righteous eyebrow at you every time he throws an arm over 
your shoulder." 

"My eyebrow is self-righteous?" 

"You know what | meant" 


"That's different.” 


"Because l'm gay. Because any time | have any contact with a guy it means either | fucked him or l'm going to 


fuck him." 


"You already did fuck him!" Jon pulled the car into his spot in front of their apartment building, but neither 


made any move to get out. 


"Not just Tico, you do this all the goddamn time. Every guy | know is an old boyfriend or an old fuck or 


someone | want to date or fuck. It's ridiculous." 


"You're making this a bigger issue than it has to be." 

"Like fuck | am. | don't know why you're so paranoid about this but you've been doing it for years. What are 
you gonna do if Richie and | get really close, accuse me of fucking him? Alec? Gonna start accusing me of 
hitting on you, Jon?" 

"That's not fair. l'm accusing you of fucking Tico behind my back because you already did" 


"And all the other times?" 


"We're not talking about any other time. We're talking about right now, how you're lying to me and acting like 
an ungrateful little bitch." 


"fm being ungrateful? | gave up Juilliard to come home, for you My parents aren't speaking to me because of 
you, and even though | should resent you for that | roll over and let you dictate my life because when you're 


in charge of me things go so much more smoothly for you. Ungrateful. Yeah, okay." 


David pushed the door open and got out, storming down the sidewalk. He heard Jon's door slam behind him but 
didn't turn around. 


"Where the fuck are you going?" 
"For a walk Don't fucking follow me." 


A black car that looked vaguely familiar pulled up next to the curb, Richie got out and walked up the steps of 
the church to sit next to David. 


Hey’ 
"Jon call you?" 

"He's worried about you. What happened? 
"| = its a long story. 


Richie shrugged and stood up, holding his hand out to David and pulling him to his feet. "Whatever. Come on, 


you're exhausted." 
‘lim not going back to Jon's. 


"I know. You're coming to my place. You're gonna get some sleep, then we have to go do a little more work on 


the video, and from there you're gonna decide who you're going home with." 


They couldn't wrap for the day soon enough. Jon and David wouldn't speak to each other, wouldn't even look at 
each other. Jon kept glaring at Tico, who David was avoiding for some unknown reason. Playing messenger when 
Jon or David said something the other needed to know wore on Richie and Alec quickly, and within an hour 
everyone was mad at at least one other person. They finished much earlier than the night before - the 
director would have liked to do a couple shots over, but he was sick of dealing with five angry, exhausted 
musicians. 

Tico grabbed David's arm and pulled him back as they headed towards the parking lot. 

"Did | do something wrong?" 

"Leggo my arm" 

"Answer me." 

"No. Now lemme go before Richie leaves without me." 

"Why are you leaving with Richie?" 

"Why are you asking so many questions?" 

"Is everything ok?" 

"Fine. Wonderful. Sunshine, rainbows, and lollipops all around." 

"Why are you bitching at me? | didn't do anything wrong." 

‘Its your goddamned fault Jon's mad at me, so yes you did” 

"You letting Jon make stupid rules about who you can be with is hardly my fault." 

"You not being able to keep it in your pants and making Jon think l'm lying to him Æ You not being able to take 
‘no for an answer and only caring about getting in my pants regardless of what | have to say about it #6, so 


fuck off" 


David pulled his arm out of Tico's grip and stormed off, yanking open the door and dropping in the seat, 
slamming the door behind him. Richie just stared at him, stunned, as he punched the dashboard and started to 


cry. 


"I've gotta go to Jon's and get my stuff" 


"He brought a bag for you, so no you don't." Richie wrapped his arm around David. "What's going on, Dave? 


Jon's mad, you're upset, Tico looks confused - what is all this?" 
"I - Okay. From the beginning, | guess. I'm gay. And | met Tico in a bar, and we went back to my place - Jon's 
place - and..you know. And we needed a drummer, and he mentioned that he played drums, so | asked Jon if he 


could audition He got all upset about the idea of me sleeping with someone in the band - don't shit where you 


eat, and all that." 


"Right." Richie started the car and pulled out of the parking lot, glancing over at David every now and then as 
he spoke. 


"So | said | wasn’t gonna sleep with him anymore, but after he auditioned we left together and went to a motel, 
and - you know. And then | had to promise Jon again | wouldn't fuck Tico any more, and this time | really did 
mean it. Except he doesn't believe me, ‘cause I'd already broken that promise once. But we haven't since, and he 
keeps accusing me of going behind his back. | can't get within ten feet of Tico without him raising his stupid 
eyebrow at me. So last night he actually confronted me about it, and we got mad at each other, and he called 
me ungrateful which is ridiculous because I've given up so much for him and it's not fucking fair." 

"Okay. And he's mad at Tico for the same reason he's mad at you." 

"Yeah, | guess." 

"Why are you mad at Tico?" 

"He makes saying no really hard." 


"If he keeps trying to seduce you when he knows you don't want sex, that's a problem, Dave." 


"Well it's not - he hasn't - its - " David sighed. "I like him. But | can't like him, ‘cause of Jon But | do, and he 
knows it, and he doesn't get why | can't. Or he gets it but doesn't care, or something." 


"If you like him, and he likes you, why do you give a shit what Jon says?" 

“Cause its his band, and he has every right - " 

"Its not this band. It's got his name, but if he's gonna feed us crap about how its all of us and not mean it I'll 
bail tomorrow. It's ‘our band. And even if it wasn't, you and Tico have nothing to do with the band. You met 
without the band, you'd probably be dating right now if it didn’t exist. Its your personal life, he has no right to 
dictate that." 


"But the band does exist, so - " 


"Whoop de shit. Stop being stupid, David." Richie pulled into the driveway, turning to David. "If you want Tico, 
date him. If you don't, don't. But don't not do something because Jon doesn't think you should. He'll get over it” 


Six 


Four thirty am, and David was still awake. He shouldn't have let Richie take the couch, the bed was no use to 
him tonight. Sleep wasn't going to come tonight if he was on a cushion made of fucking clouds. Too much to 


think about. 


He hadn't admitted he really did like Tico to anyone. He hadn't admitted it to himself, even. But he did. But he 
couldn't 


But he did. He liked all those physical things that had made him bring Tico home that first night; he liked the 
way Tico talked and the way he acted and how nothing ruffled him. Jon had been right, as much as David 
hated to admit it, Tico was the only one who could have helped him when they were recording. If Tico was 


getting frustrated, he didn't let it show, and that was what David had needed. 


There was something there. But David didn't know if it was real, or if it was a forbidden fruit type thing. 
Maybe he only thought he liked Tico because some part of him wanted to rebel against Jon for whatever 
reason. Jon was ridiculous in his desire to control David's life, maybe David just liked Tico because Jon didn't 


want him to. 
Maybe Richie was right, and he should just ignore Jon. 


No, Richie wasn't right. Jon was right - if he and Tico started dating, the chances that it would last were slim. 
There would be so much pressure, and they'd have to hide it from most people - it wouldn't work And it 
might get messy, and they could both say now that they'd be mature enough to handle working together even 
if it were to get messy, but no one really knew that for sure. It couldn't work, it wasn't going to happen, and 


they just had to accept it and move on. 


Or maybe David could convince Tico to walk up and kick Jon square in the nuts. Jon would kick Tico out, so they 


could date, and it came with the added bonus of seeing Jon get kicked in the nuts. 


This was ridiculous. Tico wasn't any more appealing than any other guy David had been interested in. So why 
was David so willing to fuck up things with Jon? 


Except he hadn't just fucked things up with Jon, he'd yelled at Tico too. So now he couldn't have either one of 


them. And he'd cried in front of Richie, and how he was imposing on him. This was great, just wonderful. 


David folded his last pair of jeans and zipped up his suitcase. In a few minutes he'd go back down and get in 
Richie's car, and they'd drive out to catch a bus to leave on their first tour. 


It had been three weeks since they'd finished filming the video for Runaway, and David hadn't spoken to Jon or 


Tico except when it was necessary since then. He'd been living with Richie - after that second night, he'd 
insisted Richie take the bed and he'd stay on the couch - and traveled with him to and from rehearsals and 


meetings and the like. 


Neither Jon nor Tico had even tried to get him to talk. A couple times he'd caught Tico looking at him with an 
expression that made him feel vaguely sick, some mix of pity and longing and resentment that stayed burned in 
his mind to show up when he was trying to sleep. Jon pretended he didn't exist unless he had to say something 
to him that had to do with the band, when he spoke with a venomous undertone that made David want to run 


far, far away. 


Richie had told him a couple times he should make the first move with one of them, that if he didn't do 
something this would go on forever. But if he talked to Tico he'd have to hear how that pity and longing and 
resentment came through in his voice. If he talked to Jon he'd have to deal with that venom head on. He 


couldn't do that. 

When Jon had told them the label wanted them to go on tour as openers, David had almost quit right then. 
Traveling around on a cramped bus with Jon and Tico wasn't really the top of his "things | would love to do" 
list. But here he was, packing for the tour. Part of him was very convinced he was crazy for going. 


"You about ready? We're gonna be late, and no offense but you don't need anyone else mad at you." 


David shouldered his bag and grabbed another one off the floor. He was terrified, and no, he wasn't ready at 


all. 


David rolled over and clutched his pillow more tightly against his chest. Only an hour or so to go, he kept 
telling himself. It didn’t really help. 


Laughter drifted through from the front of the bus. The other four were drinking and playing cards, having a 
Hell of a time. David wanted to be out there, laughing and drinking and enjoying himself. But Jon was out there 
with the venom in his voice and Tico was out there with that look in his eyes. So he was fine here in his bunk 
for the next hour, just like he had been for the last two. He'd been asleep for most of those two hours, but 
still. He was fine. 


He cringed at the light as the curtain on his bunk was drawn back. 


"We're stopping for food in about ten minutes." 


"Ok 


"Are you gonna do this the whole time?" 

"Do what?" 

Richie sighed. "You're making it really hard to be on your side, you know. No one's gonna crucify you for being 
in the same place as Teek and Jon Don't be such a martyr. | get it - Jon's a dick for controlling you, Teek's a 
dick for not respecting you when you say ‘no’. You're a dick for fucking hiding back here." 


"Shut up, Rich." 


"Are you gonna eat with us or do you expect me to order something and bring it here so you don't have to 


move?" 
"Stop." 


Richie growled and yanked the curtain shut. David could hear his footsteps as he stomped away, and his angry 
"gimme a fucking beer." 


So now Richie was mad at him, too. Cool, now he just needed to kick Alec's puppy and he'd be all set. 

"Hey Jon, what's the first line of the second verse of Get Ready?" 

Jon swore and leapt for his guitar case while Richie, Alec, and Tico laughed at him. David curled up in his chair, 
wanting to cry. He didn't fit in any more. He wanted to laugh with them but Jon would probably kill him at the 
first hint of a chuckle. 

Was it too late to go back outside and see if the bus driver would bring him back to Jersey? He could get on 
the phone with someone at Juilliard, tell therm he made a mistake turning them down. He could squat in Jon's 
apartment until his parents started talking to him again. 


A nameless crew member stuck his head in the door. "One minute, guys." 


Fuck, it was too late. 


Seven 


Thankfully, the strained relationships didn't show on stage. Whatever else they were, they were professionals, 
and as long as they were on stage you'd never know the singer wanted to slit the keyboardist's throat, or the 
keyboardist felt like the whole band was against him, or the guitarist was ready to scream from all the 
infighting. 

At the after-show party, three of the members of Bon Jovi were walking around, flirting and socializing and 
generally having a good time. One was standing in a corner, keeping an eye on the one remaining band member 
sitting at the bar. 

David was drunk. No motor skills, no rational thought, blackout drunk. Some time ago he'd managed to convince 
the bartender to leave a bottle of something or other next to him. Soon he was going to have to convince her 


to do it again, this bottle was on its last legs. Bypassing the glass, he lifted the bottle to his lips and drained it. 


The bartender was busy, so David decided now would be a good time to take a leak. He stood up, and his legs 
buckled, but before he hit the ground an arm went around his waist and pulled him up. 


"| think you've had enough, Dave." Tico pulled him toward the door. 

"| - Teek - what -?" 

"Sh, just shut up and let me get you upstairs, ok?" 

"| - ‘kay." David's head was swimming. Tico's arm felt awfully nice around his waist, that body felt awfully nice 
against his. Fuck, he was kind of tired. He went to rest his head on Tico's shoulder, forgetting how short he 
was, wincing when his head dropped down on top of Tico's. 


"Ow. Fuck, Dave, support your own damn head until we get in the elevator." 


Tico guided him in the empty elevator, propping him against the walls in the corner. David almost fell over at 
the initial upward lurch, Tico catching him and holding him back against the wall. 


"What the Hell were you trying to do, drown yourself?" 

"| - yeah." 

Tico sighed, supporting David once again as the elevator stopped. "Which room are you in?" 
"l'm - uh, l'm in - wait, its - what floor are we on? l'm between you. | think" 


"Who's ‘you? You can't be between one person" 


"You and, uh, the other guy. Richie?" 

"Don't ask me, | don't know. Where's your key?" 

"Pocket." 

"Well dig it out, you can't use it in there." 

"Right" David started fishing in his pocket, then frowned and switched to the other one. "Yay! | found it!" he 
shouted, raising his arm so suddenly the key flew out of his hand. Tico sighed again and leaned him against a 
wall, grabbing the key and steering David to one of the rooms next to his own. 


"Oh thank God, the key works." 


Tico ushered David in, guiding him to the bed and letting him fall. David watched as Tico went to the bathroom 


and filled a glass, then came back over. 


"Sit up and drink" David sat up, taking the glass and raising it to his lips, dribbling more of it down his front 
than he got in his mouth. Tico sat down and David leaned against him. 


"| like you" 

"You're drunk" 
"Maybe. | like you" 
"You said that once" 


"Didn't get the answer | wanted" David snuggled against Tico, sliding an arm around his waist. This was nice. 


Why didn't they do it more often? All the time would be rice. 

"I think we need to talk once you sober up, babe." 

“That wasn't the answer | wanted either. You're bad at this game.” Tico chuckled. 

David raised his free arm, turning Tico to face him and kissing him. Tico moaned, letting David kiss him. David 
moved his hand up to tangle in Tico's hair, tightening his grip as Tico's tongue flickered against his lips and he 
parted them, letting him in. This was nice, too. Seriously, why didn't they do this more? 


Tico tensed and resisted when David tried to push him down on the bed, pulling away. 


"Wha - 2" 


"You're drunk, David" 
"Nah." Tico grabbed the glass from the floor and went back to the bathroom to refill it, bring it back to David. 
"This time, try to drink it, not give yourself a shower." 


"Wanna take a shower with me? Okay." David reached to take his shirt off, forgetting he was holding the full 


glass. "Oopsie." 


Tico ran his hands over his face and crouched in front of David, taking the glass and setting it aside, moving 


David's hands to rest at his sides on the bed. 


"David, you know how | feel about you. And you also know, even if you can't think right now with so much 
alcohol in your system, that I'm not the one keeping anything from happening. If | don't turn you down tonight, 
you're going to hate both of us in the morning, but you're making this very hard for me. 


"lm going back to my room. I'm right next door, if you need me just knock on the connecting door. Drink some 
water, get some sleep, and we'll talk in the morning." Tico stood up and kissed David lightly, pulling away when 


he reached up to deepen it. Then he was gone. 


Who was the asshole who decided it would be a good idea to run a jackhammer at - David glanced at the clock 


- two in the afternoon? People were trying to sleep, for fuck's sake. 

David sat up and groaned. That jackhammer was in his head How much had he drank last night? 

He decided he probably didn't want the answer to that, even if he were capable of processing that kind of 
information right now. He managed to drag himself out of bed to change into sweatpants and a loose t-shirt 
and take some advil. He avoided the mirror - he'd had enough mornings like this to know it was better to not 


look at himself. 


He was about to crawl back in bed when someone knocked on the connecting door, and he frowned. Who was 


next door? 


Tico was standing in the door, a mug of coffee in each hand. He didn't wait for an invitation, just walked in and 


set the coffee on the desk What the Hell was he doing here? 
"Thought you might need this." That didn't explain anything. 


"|, uh, thanks." He sat on the bed and Tico handed him a mug. He almost spilled coffee all over himself when 
Tico leaned down and kissed him and he jerked away. Tico frowned. 


"What the Hell? Teek, | - aren't you not talking to me?" 


"You don't remember last night, do you? Fuck. Thought that might happen" Tico pulled out the chair from the 
desk and sat across from David. 


"| - what happened?" 


"You were drunk, so | brought you back up here. And you were all cuddly, and you kissed me. | think you 
wanted to fuck, but | left. So there goes your ‘all | want is to get in your pants' argument" 


"| didn't really think that. Well | kinda did, but - | don't know." 
"| don't hate you, Dave." 
"| didn't say you did." 


"No, but you thought it. I'm frustrated, and annoyed, but | don't hate you. It drives me nuts that you and Jon 
are fighting and you stil let him dictate your personal life." 


"You keep assuming it's Jon. Maybe | just don't want a relationship." 


"So tell me that, David. Tell me right now you have no interest in me at all and I'll leave right now, and I'll keep 


leaving you the fuck alone." 


‘lm not interested in you, Teek" Maybe he should have thought before he said that. He didn't want Tico to 
keep ignoring him. And he was interested. Really, could whatever happened if he started dating Tico be worse 


than what was going on right now? 

"You're lying." 

"Why'd you make me say it if you're not gonna believe me?" David didn't want to argue. It was some 
uncontrollable part of him that kept pushing the issue. If he did what he really wanted right now and dropped 
his mug to lunge at Tico and start kissing him, it would fuck up the band. He didn't need to rationalize it. That 
was how it was and there was no getting around it. 

"Goddammit, David, stop being stupid." He slammed his mug down on the table, not even wincing as hot coffee 
splashed onto his hand. "You are interested and there's something there and it could be something really good 
and you're too fucking scared of whatever to try it. | don't know what you're so fucking afraid of" 


"m not scared, | just - " 


"Like Hell you aren't scared. Jon's got you so terrified that if you date me it will somehow ruin everything for 


him, which is ridiculous. And I'd like to remind you this guy you are denying yourself something for currently 


won't fucking talk to you because you actually called him on treating you like a doormat." 
"Get out, Tico." 


"Fine. And you know what? | still don't fucking hate you. I'm not even that mad at you. | want to be. But l'm not. 
I'm just - I'm done, David. | can't even fucking deal with you. Have fun with Jon and Richie hating you. Seriously, 
enjoy it" 


He stormed out, slamming the door on his side behind him. David stared after him for a minute, then got up 
long enough to put the coffee mug on the desk and crawled back into bed. 


Fuck. 


Eight 


Once again, David lay alone in his bunk listening to the other four talking and laughing in the front of the bus. 
There had to be a better way to do things. 


He could just try to make up with Jon. That would be a better way to deal with things. It was a stupid thing to 
be fighting about, anyway - yeah, Jon made stupid assumptions about what him being gay actually entailed. So 

what? David made stupid assumptions about Jon all the time. And if he dealt with Jon, Richie wouldn't be mad 

at him any more. Then he could figure out what to do about Tico. 


He got up and walked through the curtain to where the other four were playing poker. 


"Jon?" Richie and Alec looked up at him in surprise. Tico pointedly ignored him, and Jon remained focused on his 


cards. 

If you don't have a couple aces, | don't care." 

"Ooh, I'm all in" Alec piped up. Jon sighed and dropped his cards on the table, finally looking at David. 
"And to what do we owe the honor of your presence, 0 Great Recluse?" 

Fuck. He was gonna make this hard. "| - can we talk?" 

"I'm listening. Ow, fuck" Richie kicked Jon under the table. 


"Don't be a dick. Go talk to him." Jon sighed theatrically and stood up as if it took some great amount of 
effort, following David back to the bunks. He flopped into his own, David leaning against the opposite set. 


"| - | mean, | - we - I'm sick of fighting." 
"Sick of hiding in corners and beds, you mean?" 
"Never mind. This was a bad idea. Go back to your card game." 


David turned back to his bunk, ready to climb in and pull the curtain and go back to avoiding everyone for the 
rest of the tour. 


"Dave, wait" When he turned, Jon was standing right in front of him. "I'm sorry, ok? | just - | was scared. I'm 
still scared, really. I've been working for this forever, and | know if it doesn't work I'm fucked, | have nothing. So 
you come at me with this situation that could very easily make it not work, and it scared me more. So | took 


it out on you. I'm sorry, | shouldn't have. | just - | don't like things being out of my control, you know that." 


"You can't control everything. 
"No, but that's never stopped me from trying. You know that, too" 

"So you don't hate me anymore?" 

"David, | never hated you. | got pissy ‘cause you were right and that meant | was wrong, and | was stressed 
enough to stay pissy for a while. If you hadn't been hiding back here you'd've noticed | wasn't snapping any 


more.’ He leaned forward and wrapped his arms around David. "I wav my Lemma" 


"Goof" he slid his arms around Jon's waist. Good, good, good. That was easier than he'd thought it would be, 
and now he felt worlds better. 


"So what is going on with you and Tico? Not implying anything - | just saw you leave with him last night, and 
today he's in a really bad mood" 


| - | guess | was drunk last night and he brought me back to my room. Apparently | told him | liked him, and 

got all cuddly and kissed him, and hit on him and shit. | didn't remember any of it when he came to my room, 

and then we got in a fight." 

"This isn't your month, is it?" 

"Guess not." 

"You know, if you want - | mean, | don't have a problem with it. | don't like the idea, but don't let me stop you. 
If you like him, if you want to date him or fuck him or whatever, | - its ok. | mean | don't know if that's even 
why you're not - but if it is, don't let it be." 

"I - thanks, Jon. Thanks." 


David grabbed a couple of beers from the fridge in the back and wandered past where Jon, Richie, and Alec 


were sleeping, out to the lounge area where Tico was doing a crossword puzzle. 


"Beer?" David held out a can, Tico didn't look up. David sighed and sat down next to him. "Can we talk?" No 


response. "Teek - " 
"| don't have anything else to say to you." 
"So listen" 


"| was. You just assumed | was ignoring you." 


"I'm sorry about this morning.” 
"Not last night?" 
"No, it sounds like | was being honest last night" 


"Let me guess. Jon told you he didn't mind if we dated, so now you're out here to tell me yes, Jon was the 


reason, and that reason's gone so you're cool to date me." 

| - well, yeah." 

"Shove it. | don't wanna hear it." 

"You - wait, what?" 

"I don't want to hear it. When Jon says its not ok to be with me, you bullshit me about how that's not really 
the reason, and now that he's okayed it you admit it was? | can't trust what you say, | can't trust how you 
feel - how do | know you're not just dating me because of Jon? I'm not going to be with someone who only 
feels or doesn't feel things because someone else tells him he can or can't feel like that. Not interested, 
thanks." He got up, grabbed one of the beers, and stalked back to where the bunks were, leaving David alone 
with his thoughts. 

David was sick of his goddamn thoughts. 

"You're drinking too much." David glared at Richie. 


"lm drinking nowhere near enough." 


"I thought Tico was gay," Richie said, indicating the two very clearly female individuals he was flirting with at 
the other end of the bar. David growled and drained his glass. "Sorry. Why don't you go talk to him?" 


"He doesn't wanna talk to me." 


"So? You need to stop giving a fuck what other people want. | swear to God, you are the biggest pushover on 


Earth." 
"Fuck off" 


"No. For Christ's sake, David, have you ever done anything for yourself? You went to medical school because 


that's what your parents wanted, right?" 


"Yes, but - " 

"And you applied for Juilliard because Jon convinced you you'd be happier playing piano for a living, right?" 
"Yes, but - " 

"And then you gave that up because Jon wanted you to come home and be in Bon Jovi." 

"Yeah, but - " 


"And when you're home, you meet a cute guy who's interested in you, and you're interested in him, and you 


cut him off because Jon said it wasn't ok for you to date him." 
"Rich, | - " 


"Now you're going to let this potentially wonderful relationship slip out of your hands because Tico is - 
understandably - pissed. If you want to talk to him, go fucking talk to him. He doesn't want to listen? Make him 
listen. Because | guarantee you Tico wants to hear what you have to say, he just needs you to make him hear 


it. Stop being such a pussy." 
‘It's not that easy." 


"Like fuck it isn't” Richie reached over and grabbed David's room key and wallet before he could react. "You're 
not getting in to your room tonight. I'm telling Jon and Alec not to let you in their rooms either. Talk to Tico or 


you're sleeping in the fucking hallway.’ 


With that, he pocketed David's stuff and strode out of the bar. 


Nine 


David stared after Richie, stunned. He reached for his glass before he remembered it was empty. Fuck, and 
Richie had his wallet, he couldn't order any more. Well, fuck Richie. He was wrong, David just couldn't go over 


there and make Tico listen if he didn't want to. 

But why couldn't he? It couldn't be that hard, he did stuff he didn't want to all the time because someone told 
him to. But according to Tico and Richie that made him a doormat, so obviously not everyone was like that. He 
wasn't going to go talk to Tico. He was fine sleeping in the goddamn hallway. He wouldn't have to, anyway. Jon 
would let him in with the right amount of big eyes and pitiful whimpering. 

A giggle pierced the air, and David glanced over to the wall where Tico was flirting with the two women. The 
taller one - a little taller than Tico, actually - was standing behind him, rubbing his shoulders. The other one, 
the one who'd giggled, was standing in front of him, far too close. 

Fucking sluts. Fuck this, David was going to go talk to Tico. Halfway off his stool, he paused. He was just going 
because Richie had told him to, and didn't that make him the doormat he kept getting accused of being? No, 
because that wasn't the reason David was going to talk to Tico because he wanted him. Because the sight of 
the two girls with their hands all over him was making him sick, because that's where he wanted his hands. 

| need to talk to you." 

‘lm a little busy, David" 


"Ooh, his friend's cute too." The taller girl was trying to whisper to the other one, but she was apparently too 


drunk to control the volume of her voice. 


"Don't care. You'll have to excuse us, slu - ladies." He grabbed Tico's arm and pulled him away from the girls, 


out of the bar, into the elevator. 

"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" 

"We have to go to your room, Richie took my key." 

"That's not an answer. And why does Richie have your key?" 


"Long story. We are going to go to your room, and we are going to talk. And if, when we're done, you're still in 


the mood for bar sluts, fine. But you are going to hear me out." 


Tico opened his mouth, then closed it without speaking. He pulled his arm away when David tried to drag him 
off the elevator. 


"Calm down, I'm not gonna run away." He led David to his room, David shoving him inside and onto the bed as 
soon as he got the door open. David closed the door and dropped the key on the desk, standing in front of Tico. 
"Okay, what do you want?" 


"| don't let guys pick me up in bars. Like, ever. Jon'll tell you different, but he's wrong, ‘cause the guys | 


brought back to the apartment were always guys | already knew and we just ran into each other at the bar." 
"Uh, ok" 

"Shut up. You can talk when l'm done, I'll let you know." 

"David - 


"Shut up, lm not done. So the fact that | brought you home, that | didn't just tell you to fuck off, that's 
something right there. And | can't expect you to have known that, but that's how it is. And then to not just 
bring you home, but let you stay, and then invite you to the auditions the next day so | could see you again - 
that's huge for me. | don't do that with guys. | just don’t. | get too scared of what'll happen the second time | 


see them, and | can't ask them out again. 


"But nothing scary happened the second time | saw you. We had that fucking connection, when we were playing 
- that shit was crazy. It scared me, kind of. And the sex was way better the second time, which | wouldn't 
have guessed. But | had to cut it off, because | told Jon | would. And that just about fucking killed me, because 


| knew there was something and | had to ignore it. 


"And you couldn't just leave well enough alone. It wasn't fucking hard enough for me to know there was 
something big there that | couldn't have, you had to keep fucking pushing. And that made Jon mad at me 
because he thought you pushing meant | was inviting you to do it, and that's why we fought, and that's why | 
was mad at you. Which wasn't really fair, | at least owed you an explanation" 


"Damn right you - 


"Shush. Not done yet. | holed myself up because | was scared to talk to you two. | was scared of Jon because 
he was pissed, but | was scared of you because you had this look in your eyes every time you looked at me. 


And it was killing me, and | couldn't handle it if your voice had that same thing that was in your eyes. 


‘| want you Tico, | really fucking do. | like you, | like you a lot. | think | could love you, given the chance. | - you 
were right, there's something there. And | did feel it, and | do feel it, and | was an idiot for letting Jon make 
me ignore it. Okay? | admit it, | was stupid, | made a mistake. 


"But I'm not here ‘cause Jon gave me permission, and I'm not here because Richie told me to talk to you. I'm 
here because | want to be here, because | want to be with you and | want you to not flirt with girls in the 
bar because it fucking kills me. | want to date you, | want a relationship, | want whatever | can get from you. 


That's it - nothing else. No pushover or doormat or whatever, no lies, no games. You, | want you.” 


Tears were streaming down David's face, his breath coming in pants. He hadn't planned on all that, it just hadn't 
stopped coming once he'd started talking. Tico just sat on the bed, staring at him in shock. His mouth opened 
and closed, opened and closed, then he stood up and David braced himself. 


"That wasn't so hard, was it?" He smiled and pulled David in, kissing him hard and wrapping his arms around his 


neck. 


Yes. Yes, yes, yes, yes, fucking yes. This was it, this was right, this was what he wanted. Tico's hands slid up 
to cup his face, wiping the tears away, parting his lips to let David's tongue in. David moaned and walked them 
backwards, pushing Tico on the bed and crawling on top of him. 


Tico pulled at David's shirt, breaking the kiss long enough to yank it over his head and toss it aside, David 
dipping his head back down to nibble at Tico's ear. 


"I love your thing for vests. Makes life so much easier for me," he breathed, fingers working their way down 
the line of buttons, lips finding their way along his jaw to kiss him again. He undid the last button, then slid his 


hands lower to undo Tico's jeans, groaning as Tico's fingers found his nipples. 


Tico gasped and arched up when David's hand slid inside his boxers to close around his erection, thrusting his 
tongue harder against David's and pushing into his hand. David pumped him hard, sliding his hand up to pinch 
the head, grinning as Tico swore and bucked his hips. He swirled his finger around the head, collecting the drops 
of precome collecting at the tip, moaning at the taste when he raised his finger to his mouth and licked it 
clean He slid off the bed, pulling Tico's shoes off, yanking jeans and boxers down his legs and throwing them 


aside, his own following close behind. 


When he crawled back on the bed, Tico pushed him over on his back, kissing him quickly before sliding down his 
body. David groaned as Tico's tongue teased his balls, the light touch sending sparks through his veins. Tico 
moved up to his shaft, light teasing licks up to the head, where he swirled his tongue around, tasting David's 
precome before licking his way back down. David writhed and panted on the bed, every touch of Tico's tongue 
flashing stars in front of his eyes. 


"More, Teek, please - need - please, need - fuck, | - more, more - 
P P 


Tico licked back up to the head, hard sliding up to roll David's balls as he sucked just the head into his mouth. 
His other hand held David to the bed as he sucked harder, listening to David struggling to breathe. His hand 
moved from David's balls to his shaft, pumping hard as he sucked and flickered his tongue against the slit. 


"Fuck! Teek, | - shit - more - please, please - need to - gonna - unh, need - " 
Tico moaned, the vibration shaking David to the core, whimpers and moans escaping him as he tried to buck up 


into Tico's hand and mouth. He screamed as Tico squeezed his hand, sliding back so just his tongue was teasing 


the head, then sucked it back into his mouth once more. He squeezed again as he increased the suction. 


"Tico!" David cried out as he came, pumping his hips, Tico swallowing everything he had to give, then licking his 
cock to make sure he didn't miss anything. David lay there trying to calm his breathing, completely passive as 
Tico slid back up his body and kissed him hard, David moaning at the taste of himself on Tico's lips and tongue. 


He whimpered as Tico drew back and climbed off the bed, going over to the corner to dig in his bag, then 
returning with a tube of lube, shrugging his vest off before he slid back on the bed, hovering over David and 


kissing him again. 


David automatically spread his legs as Tico shifted to kneel between them, opening the lube and slicking his 
fingers. He massaged the tight ring of muscle, pushing one finger in slowly as David relaxed, leaning down to 
kiss him again. He twisted his wrist and curled his finger, smiling against David's lips as he gasped and arched 
up, pleading with his body for more. Tico ignored him, sliding his finger in and out, only brushing against his 
prostate occasionally. David whimpered and squirmed under him, trying to guide his finger. He groaned with loss 
when Tico slid his finger out, moaning again when he slid three back in, once again rubbing his prostate to relax 


him. 
"Teek, | need - fuck - ready, | - please, please - need - fuck - " 


"Hm, I'm not sure you're ready." He fucked him a few more times with his fingers, chuckling at his mewl of 


protest and the way he thrust his hips, cock rock hard again. 


He slid his fingers out, groaning as he slicked his cock and pushed slowly into David. David gasped and rocked 
against him, helping him ease it in, setting the pace. He slumped back against the bed when Tico was in to the 
hilt, the burn quickly subsiding to a fullness that made him groan. He thrust his hips, encouraging Tico to 


move, moaning when Tico took his cue and started to fuck him. 


David mewled in frustration. Tico was moving slowly, thrusting deep, but never speeding up, keeping the strokes 
slow and even. He would pause on every inward stroke, cock pressing against David's prostate and making him 


squirm. 
"David, baby, fuck - so tight, so good - " 


David wrapped his legs around Tico's waist, trying to urge him to move faster, pulling him down for a kiss, Tico 


moving his tongue at the same maddening pace as his hips. 


"Teek, please, more - need - Jesus, shit - | - more, more - 
Finally, Tico obliged, thrusting faster as his own orgasm built inside him, fire flowing through his veins, David's 
muscles around him seeming to pull all the pleasure from every corner of his body to coil in the base of his 


spine. 


David almost cried with relief when Tico sped up, fresh pleasure coursing through his body, vision going blank 


with the intensity of his arousal. Tico's hand wrapped around his cock and he lost it, orgasm ripping through 
him, screaming his release as his cock spurted. Tico groaned and pistoned his hips, the hot rush inside of him 
intensifying and prolonging David's own orgasm. 


Tico pulled out and rolled over, David rolling over to rest against him, kissing his neck and chest as they came 


down, Tico's hands wandering over his skin 

"Mm. Why haven't we done that more?" 

Tico smacked his back lightly. "If you're being serious, I'm gonna kick your ass." 

"Good thing | was joking.” 

David rested his head on Tico's shoulder, kissing his neck, sleepiness creeping in around the edges of his brain. 
He knew he should get up and shower, or waking up would be extremely unpleasant, but Tico was so warm and 
comfortable he couldn't bring himself to move. Why had he denied himself this for so long? 


"We should shower,” Tico mumbled, but didn't make any move to get up. 


"Mhm" David slid his arm around Tico's waist, pulling him closer. Tico smiled and kissed the top of his head, 


then slid off the bed and held his hand out. 

"Come on, babe. We'll regret it if we dont" 

David let himself get helped off the bed and pulled into the bathroom, guided under the warm spray. Tico 
pushed him against the wall and kissed him softly as he helped clean him off, tongues stroking lightly against 
each other. David thought he might melt right there. This beat the Hell out of lonely nights avoiding everyone. 
Tico turned off the shower and dried them both off, pulling him back into the bedroom and curling up with him 
under the covers. David relaxed, back against Tico's chest, a strong arm wrapped around his waist. How had he 


ever put avoidance and fear ahead of this? 


It was a mistake. He made mistakes, made a lot of mistakes. But this wasn't a mistake, it was someone he 


wanted right here behind him. He slid his arm down, tangling his fingers with Tico's and holding his arm tight. 
‘Im sleepy." 
"So sleep.” 


"Mm, good idea" David let exhaustion claim him, a small smile gracing his lips as he drifted off. 


